The Triumph of Jeffreys
Dunne. My Lord, I tell you the truth.
L. C.J. Did she ask thee whether that man knew any-
thing of a question she had asked thee and that was only of
being a Nonconformist ?
Dunne. Yes, my Lord, that was all,
L.C.J. That is all nonsense; dost thou imagine that any
man hereabouts is so weak as to believe that.
Dunne. My Lord, I am so baulked I do not know what I
say myself; tell me what you would have me to say for I
am cluttered out of my senses.
This cry of agony and the very phrase of it, " cluttered
out my of senses," is flattering to Jeffreys as a professional
expert, in " third degree " methods, but a verdict of infamy
against him as a judge. Nor did the request to " tell me
what you would have me say " suit his Lordship's book. In
the Star Chamber, as in the secrecy of a police barracks, when
a witness was reduced to Dunne's condition the deposition
was easily taken down in the form it was required. But here
in open Court, before his brother judges and the Crown
Counsel and the public that thronged the Court, Dunne's
invitation was to no purpose.
And when Jeffreys' admirers cite his scenes with Dunne
as evidence of his power of cross-examination I demur.
Even had Jeffreys been counsel and not judge, the cross-
examination, if you can dignify the duologue by such a name,
was mere bullying and terrorism which produced no result;
and the pitiable condition to which it reduced the witness
was the hall-mark of Its failure, for now whatever the man
said no one would believe it was truth. What had really
passed between Mrs Lisle and Dunne we shall never know.
Skilful and discreet cross-examination might have obtained
the real facts, though these might have been something
entirely at variance with the evidence Jeffreys was deter-
mined to have.
Pollexf en saw this and once again he came to the rescue.
Barter was recalled, and Jeffreys having heard some further
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